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disappeared altogether. If9 for example, this morning, after reading the paper, he had gone and thrown himself into the Seine."
He reflected.
*c That would be one solution. But a poor one. No, I shouldn't like him to have thrown himself into the Seine."
Here a fact which he had not yet realised dawned upon "him.
" But then ... is this going to last all my life ? Is it not just to-day, or just this week, that I have to keep him out of their hands, but for the whole of my life ? Or the whole of his life ? There is some statue of limitation, I believe, but God only knows after how many years it applies. In practice, it is for the whole of his life. As long as he lives, I have to keep him in tutelage ? I have to watch him ? I have to prevent him from making a fool of himself? What a frightful idea ! I had never thought of that."
It gave him such a sense of consternation that he felt as though he had a diver's helmet on his head, and the sweat ran all down the front of his bald skull.
But it cost him so much to admit such an error in his calculations that he soon found sufficient strength of mind to brush this idea aside, or at least to cast a preliminary doubt upon it.
" Fm losing my head too soon. There must be something to be done. I shall have time to think about all that later. What matters at the moment is to get out of the scrape we are in now. Once a case is c closed * ..."
He had followed the rue Beaubourg. He reached the rue de Rambuteau : to the left, an old-fashioned "wine-shop ; to the right, a cafe-bar, a more up-to-date afiair, with doors wide open, a counter which you could see shining, and people standing there drinking.
Quinette approached the cafe.
He was still ten yards away from it when he saw Leheudry standing at the counter, with a glass in front of him., and

